Disclaimer: | disown this review. The only thing it lacks is direct insults on 
the writer, but honestly, the failure to do any sort of research and words so 
poorly chosen brings this one towards the bottom of my list. The irrational 
anger did not help matters at all. Quite honestly, I’m surprised that this 
review hasn't been brought up more and more in recent years, especially 
with how cancel happy the internet has gotten. | really can’t think of one 
redeeming feature of this review, and it’s probably one I’m going to delete 
at some point in the future. Honestly, thank you Fox, for being so copyright 
happy, as it stopped as many people as possible from watching this horrid 
trainwreck of a review. And the sad part is that | already know that the other 
King of the Hill review | did actually isn’t much better. But we'll get to that 
one. The only good thing about this review is what | didn’t talk about 
because | didn’t talk about it. 


You know what? | fucking hate Peggy fucking Hill. Remember when | said that Elmyra may have 
been my least favorite character in all of media. Well | forgot about Peggy fucking Hill. What's so 
bad about her? Well, she helped shape what | hate about people in real life: thinking that she 
has knowledge that she doesn't and an ego the size of juptier. And what episodes showed 
Peggy fucking Hill at her absolute worst? | don't know, but Lupe's Revenge has to be a damn 
good candidate. 


The episode starts off with Peggy substituting for a Spanish class, and it already starts shoving 
her egotism in our face. [You will get credit with me] Woopy-fucking-do. She's requested to 
substitue the next day, but unfortunately that day has the Spanish club's field trip to Mexico. And 
somehow, she convinces the director of the language department to let her go on that field trip. 
Oh, and there's a running gag where Peggy calls the actual teacher a drunk and eventually 
convinces herself about it because this episode is trying to prove me wrong in the statement 
that | cannot possibly hate Peggy fucking Hill more than | already do. 


Later that night, the family is having tacos. Hank tries to convince her not to go down to Mexico 
because her Spanish... needs work. No, no that doesn't quite sum it up. The only way she could 
have possibly got her job is by sleeping with someone, blackmailing him, and threatening him at 
gunpoint all at the same time. You'd learn better Spanish from Dora the Explorer than you'd 
learn from her. | get that that's the joke, but it's not even remotely funny, especially because this 
show depends on not bending the laws of probability. 


The next day, she hands Bobby a script that once again is there to bolster her own ego, and a 
Spanish-English dictionary falls out of his backpack. She takes offense to that, calls herself a 
Spanish-English dictionary, and throws the book in the trash. [/f you ever marry a Spanish 
teacher, never doubt her enormous gifts] Unless she's a blithering idiot. Onto the B-plot. Hank 
gets stopped by a female cop. They chat a bit, and it's clear that she's flirting with him. Moving 
on. 


Bobby reads out his script, and thank God no one indulges her bloated ego trip. Then she 
instructs everyone to speak only Spanish, including the goddamn bus driver. A teacher who 
doesn't speak a lick of coherent Spanish, forcing Spanish students to only speak in a language 
that they barely comprehend in a country that has Spanish as its primary language. | can't see 
what could possibly go wrong. Oh and by the way, why the hell is Bobby in the Spanish club? 
Last time | checked he didn't care about extracirriculars. [Then / will teach you] Why. Why? 
Why? Why? 


Back to B-plot. Hank's friends tell him that the cop was flirting with him. Moving on. And because 
Peggy was reading the directions... in Spanish... she gets them lost. She requests that the bus 
stop and they let a guy on. Safety protocol? What's that? It's not like he could be a wanted 
fugitive—you know, a thief, a murderer, or god knows what else. Use that fucking pea you call a 
brain. 


[We are going to follow him and see the life of a real Mexicano] You and Minty should have a 
stupid contest. Because, you know, | legitimately don't know who the hell would win. Actually | 
do, Ms. Sock-drawer there would at least know not to let a stranger on their goddamn vehicle. 
The guy turns out to be a butcher. Of course, she thinks that he's going to a carnival. Yes, both 
of those words in Spanish start with a C, but how the fuck do you mix those two up? 


That's nothing compared to the fact that she is convinced that the butcher shop is a carnival 
[Well, it's a poor village—they cant afford the rides] Usted es la peor maestra del mundo you 
concetrated pile of stupid. The butcher comes outside and gives the whole class a show. Yeah, 
cutting off the head of a chicken in front of a class of grade schoolers. Awesome. And Peggy 
makes it seem like it's all a part of an act. | hope you plan on paying that guy for the chicken you 
threw on the floor. Oh who am | kidding. She's probably going to ask the guy where the fuck she 
can buy the cotton candy. 


Hank tries to get his ticket back, feeling guilty about the whole thing. She gets called away, and 
thinks that he's come to get her phone number. Moving on. And now the episode gets bad. | 
mean, really fucking bad. It's already a comedy of errors without the comedy. The only way they 
can make it worse is by raising up the errors. A little Mexican girl named Lupe comes by and 
tries to sell gum. Peggy thinks that she's a student and orders her onto the bus. 


Alright, let's count everything wrong with this scene. First of all, | Know Peggy is stupid enough 
to comprehend even the basics of the Spanish language, but is she really stupid enough to not 
recognize each member of this class? Barring that, I'm pretty sure that the other teacher didn't 
recognize her? Thirdly, whatever happened to roll call? You Know, what you do to make sure 
that you're not missing any kids? Fourth, who's the sick piece of shit who tried to use kidnapping 
a kid for comedy? El burro sabe mas que tu. 


They make it back to their school in America before Peggy realizes her mistake, presumably 
while the little girl was annoying her that she was a resident of Mexico. So obviously the 
reasonable thing to do is drive Lupe back to Mexico and try to clear up any misunderstandings 
brought on by Peggy's pitiful understanding of the Spanish language. Well we'll find out after the 
B plot. Sexual harrasment, moving on. 


No, Peggy decides to bring Lupe home like a little lost puppy dog, and not a child who's family is 
probably worried sick. Her family does not have a telephone [odiarme/telefono] WHY WEREN'T 
YOU FIRED THE SECOND YOU STARTED TEACHING!? [She wishes that | was her mother] 
Kieta el stuipdo elephante! 


Instead of trying to make accomodations for Lupe, she pretty much locks her in the supply 
closet while waiting until tomorrow to smuggle her back into Mexico. Here's a question? Why the 
fuck don't you do that right now? Isn't like nighttime? Or sunset. By the way, the cop is stalking 
Hank because it's funny that way. | mean, if it was the other way around well that would be 
something serious. But no, it's comedy here. 


Hank discovers Lupe in the closet. And Peggy confesses. [You brought an extra kid back and 
didn't notice it] | am still debating whether or not that's possible. Oh not because | don't think 
Peggy is stupid enough to do so—because | know that she is. We have things called border 
patrol. | highly doubt that an illegal alien can get over the border by riding in a school bus. [/ am 
taking her back first thing in the morning] And how are you going to smuggle her across the 
border past the border control? By the way, this episode came out in 2001. December of 2001. 


After a couple of days have gone by. No, I'm not kidding, we see that the police officer is still 
stalking Hank. Hank tries to distract her while Peggy makes a break for it. Oh by the way, that 
police officer knows that Hank is married and has tried to entice him into adultery. Needless to 
say, she harbors some ill will towards Peggy. It comes off as awkward, rather than comedic. 


Peggy somehow gets Lupe across the border past border patrol, and gets lost to the exact 
same village that they got lost to the previous day. Peggy tries to bask in the people's thanks. 
But they call her a kidnapper. Because she is. It doesn't matter if she meant to or not. She still 
ended up kidnapping. [Do not worship me, worship my actions] |'ll be sure to build a monument 
to your stupidity. And set it on fire. 


Luckily, Peggy gets arrested. [/'m getting a commendation] Sure, why not. [! hope you rot in jail 
and rats eat your eyes] Hey, get this guy a beer. [Un telefono...] Wait, a fuck. She does know the 
Spanish word for telephone? Then how the fuck did she butcher that phrase earlier? 
Consistancy please! She calls up Hank and learns that she's being arrested. And it's about 
fucking time. Hank decides to go down to Mexico, and passes by the cop. Sexual harrasment, 
moving on. [By fancy pants] What? Am | supposed to feel sad for you because he didn't 
entertain your unwanted advances? 


So Peggy is on trial. And by some spectacular miracle she actually got a decent state-appointed 
lawyer. In Mexico. He's going with the argument that she transported a minor across borders. 
I'm pretty sure that that's a crime. That has to be some kind of crime. Negligence maybe. Or 
perhaps incomprehensible stupidity. And this is the part of the episode that really gets me. The 
lawyer wants to convince the judge of Peggy's poor Spanish. [That is completely untrue...] Oh 
for the love of Tirate un poso! [My Mexican career is tostato] You are not qualified for the job. If 
you can't do the job, there is no way in hell you should be allowed to work unless you're 
applying for a goddamn government job. [Listen to me roll my r's] Great, you can sound like a 
fucking motorboat. What about it? 


[/ think we should put my wife on the stand] Stop entertaining your wife's delusions! Yes, | 
understand lying to make your partner feel better about themselves. Normally that's the right 
thing to do, but only when the lie is harmless. This isn't the first time Peggy has been in this 
issue and it certainly wasn't the last. In an earlier episode she delivered crack cocaine to a 
death row inmate because he simply said that she had inspired him as a teacher. If you don't tell 
someone they've fucked up—and kidnapping a child across international borders has to be the 


mother of all fuck ups—then they are bound to fuck up in the exact same way time and time 
again. 


So Peggy gets called to the stand and says a little bit of Spanish. [Your honor, | can tell you are 
a reasonable horse]. You know, | was about to say the exact same thing to you. Yeah, she 
continues to butcher the Spanish language and she is allowed to go free. So we have a Spanish 
teacher who can't speak a lick of Spanish secure in her job. She kidnapped a child because of 
this fact, and din't seem to feel any guilt of this child's fate. And she got away scott free, still 
thinking that she has mastery of the Spanish language. So she fucked up, didn't care she 
fucked up, and didn't learn anything so she can fuck up in the exact same way again. Peggy 
fucking Hill, go die. 


